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MARCH 6. 1921 -PART 4 . 


THE SUNDAY STAR. WASHINGTON, D. C. 


the chair until the veins stood out on 
his wrists, and. turning mechanically, 
he sought again the now searching 
eyes of the prisoner. 

"Are all your teeth intact. Mr.| 
Swott?" persisted the lawyer, cold and 
incisive. He held up to view the ob- 
ject in his hand: it was the rubber 
impression of the upper jaw of the 
murdered man. one incontrovertible 
link in the chain of circumstantial 
evidence that the law had been ford- 
ing about Dean Pettibone these last 
three clays. 

"1 ask particularly." continued Bal- 
lard. now suddenly stentorian, “about 
the first biscuspid. of the right upper 
jaw. Will you please show the jury." 
h» urged, advancing on the witness, 
who seemed to hvae become stone. 
Ballard opened his own mouth and 


Lardner Makes Othello 
“Easy to Understam 


THE i PHANTOM ALIBI 


policeman and the anxious little old 
maid. 

A month passed. The rubber band 
of public interest, measured by the 
barometer of newspaper circulation, 
was moving on through other fields 
of force. The vat murder had sub- 
sided. On the side of Pettibone there 
was nothing to be expected. The 
dean had contented himself with a 
single explicit statement, in the be- 
ginning. His respect for words and 
their uses gave his denial of guilt at 
once a simplicity and a completeness 
that were almost c lassic. Here was 
a mail accused of murder, with no 
resources save the dignity of his bare 
word, who made no effort to conceal 
his contempt for the stupidity of in- 
flexible justice. The little savant 
passed his days of waiting in a cell 
and amid peace and quiet that he hail 
always craved, but never before 
achieved. lie immured himself and 
begged his friends to spare him. lie- 
buried himself in his books. 

The mighty voice of the press even 
found time to record with much 


that's what happened to, the grace of God — as some one said 
ler. He dissolved." ' somewhere," said Ballard, eyeing the 

• cultivated circle, "you or I might 

fingerp rintsw ere on one have struck that blow. In each of us 
pc." said the policeman. is a moment of blind fury, waiting 
ms. bah!” cried Arm is- to be summoned. Most of us escape 
To think that even po- the summons. Pettibone didn't. What 
g would lay a sordid then? Should his career of public 
s sort at the door of a J usefulness Ik* annihilated simply bc- 
I’cttibone's prestige was cause instinct overwhelmed reason. 

i for a split second? 1 say. no!" 
w you that." said Parr, j -1 say. no!” responded several of 
led us to Petty. We : the circle. 

place. Why. I don't | •■pettibone is a man of rare mind." 
a fool would expect to 1 went on the sophist. "He knew what 
g there. Still, lie was 1 he hail to lose. Therefore the more 
seen with Sauer alive — treason to conceal his act. And he. a 
chemist." cried Ballard in disgust, 
"trips up on a problem a schonlboy 
wouldn't have missed — the solvent 
for gold.' 

"What 
Anniston 
pleader. 

"Non,*" 

"Not yet 
years, 
swindler. 


these two hog-tied, when they were 
willing to back him to the limit. 
Sauer got cold feet." 

"Sauer? That's a new- line, for a 
crook.” Armiston, idly whittling a 
pencil, looked up. 


BV RING «V. I.ARDXKR. 

T O the Editor: Well since the last 
time I wrote you a letter I been 
to the Manhattan opera house 
and seen the Chicago opera 
Co. that 1 use to see them free for 
nothing w hen I lived in old Chi. as the 
society editor on one of the papers ust 
to take me along to tell her w ho was 
who in the different boxes and what 
their dress suit was made of and etc,, 
but now 1 pot to pay fi.il) and up to get 
in and up because I have not been in 
N. Y. society long enough yet to know 
everybody's 1 st name, and besides 


and I ago tells him the best 
get his job bark Is go ask Mrs. mJH 
to put in a kind word fbr him w(H 
the gen. and then (ago fixes it so 
Moor sees Casslo talking to 
madam and lago also hints to Mu}i 
that they been on friendly term* v 
long W lie and Moor tells him to prove 
it. Well it seems like Moor was onf 
of thn kind of men that gives thew 
wife a hankerchelf for a wedding 
present, so in the next scene the 
Moors is talking together and Moor 
has got a head cold and asks ihe Mrs 
in loan him her hankerchtcf and she. 
pulls H out and drops tt and IsfcV 
pleka it up and takes tt to Cassiw 
who don't know whose is it. but 


HPHE Presenta- 
* tion of a Case 
Unique in Detec- 
tive Fiction by an 
Author Who Has 
Written Exten- 
sively Along This 
Particular Line. 


experts, the inventor himself began 
to have doubts. They were willing 
to go ahead, hut he wasn't. He got 
the queer idea that he had been fool- 
ing himself, that there was a flaw 
somewhere. There was quite a row. 1 
believe: but lie wouldn't go ahead. 
They repeated that they were satis- 
lied. He told them he didn't think 
Iheir opinion was worth two whoops. 
Finally Brown, the banker, whtf saw- 
riches slipping away from him. asked 
Sauer if he would be content to call in 
an umpire and let him decide. Well. 
Saner backed and tilled, and finally lie 
said if they would call in an expert of 
unquestioned authority, all right. He 
would abide by the verdict, lie didn't 
seem to be worrying over the fact 
that he might, be fooling them. Thai 
was tiieir lookout. Ho was afraid lie 


In his laboratory Petty had a big lead 
tank full of liquid. We asked him 
what it was. He said it was residues. 
Residues of w hat. 1 don't know. \\ ell. 
we drained that lank, and we found 

this!” 

He pushed bis dubby fingers into a 
v. si pocket and drew out a tiny hah 
of tissue paper, which he unwrapped 
carefully. He laid this small object 
of irregular shape on the desk. Ar- 
lington stared at it. He examined it 
under a magnifying glass. 

"It's gold, isn't it .- he said, puzzled. 
Parr nodded. 

"It's the residue of our friend 
Sauer." he said, coldly. "It is the 
corpus delicti that's going to convu-t 
Pettibone. It's the gold filling out 


is the defense?" asked 
for Ballard was a famous 


' said the lawyer savagely. 
— not for another hundred 
Sauer was a despicable 
A decent man. a righteous 


1 take you 


-T O! no!" said Armiston. the 
I extinct author, with the 
I ^ air of a sorely tried man 
doing his best to be civil. 
He turned to his desk, made a great 
to-do of being busy and inlerrputcd. 
He had an impulse to rise and dismiss 
the persistent visitor with a bow. But 
he hesitated to be so abrupt- The fel- 
low should take the hint! 

"Murder." said the author. "Is dis- 
tinctly not In my line." 

Oliver Anniston's visitor smiled, 
throwing a look of secret understand- 
ing at the fat Buddli'ft who reposed 
among folds of flesh in one corner of 
the elegant room. 

"You turned it to very good account 
once," he said mildly. 

"I recollect your crew did me the 
compliment to tell me I was guilty." 
nodded Armiston. 

"The gulltest man unhung!" retorted 
the visitor, with relish. "You procured 
that crime! Our moderation on that 
occasion Still astonishes me.” 

He was a man of fierce aspect, but 
his eyes had the habit of merriment. 
Parr, the deputy commissioner, for 
it waa that exalted policeman him- 
self, was recalling an incident In 
Armiston * career several years gone 
by. when the famous author of thrill- 
era was gulled by a clever stranger 
Into solving as fiction what proved to 
be a problem of fact. The fertile au- 
thor not only contrived (on paper) to 
rob the unprincipled wife of a diplo- 
mat. but when the talc was published, 
tasted the bitter triumph of finding 
the clever stranger had executed the 
crime according to printed direction, 
not even eluding the murder which to 
Anniston, engrossed in the plot, had 
seemed unavoidable. Tnls atrocity, 
succeeded an It waa by a mysterious 
gift from the grateful perpetrator, 
had created such a sensation as to 
drive Armiston Into retirement. No' 
Decidedly murder was not in his line! 

Parr rose. Armiston forbore to look 
up for fear of detaining him. But 
rarr was not departing. He removed 
his top coat, remarking tt was warm, 
and sat down again, smiling with sly 
satisfaction. 

"You inspired that crime," said Parr, 
easily. 

“Your moderation on this occasion 
astonishes me!" broke In Armiston. 
testily. "Tou arrest a reputable citl- 
xen for murder. You admit that the 
mere statement of the known facts 
to any sane Jury would convict him. 
And then, as an officer sworn to up- 
hold the law. you come privately to 
me and say: ’Please, sir. as a personal 
favor, won't you prov* my prisoner 
innocent.' Is the msn Innocent, then?" 

“Yes" 

•Then why srrest him: why accuse 
him of murder If you know that he is 
not guilty? Does the law require a 
victim? Do you Intend to prosecute 
him?" 

“Certainly. I have no option." 

"Kven If you know he is innocent?" 

"Facta my dear boy. Paata. I can't 
go behind facts. I can’t. You can. 
That’s why I come to you." 

“How do you know he is innocent?" 
>In spits of himself. Armiston was 
giving heed. Nevertheless, he wss de- 
termined to smash Parr by logic, if 
insolence failed. 


order, "behold the corpus 
Behold the murdered man. In 


iston. molding a cigarette wifh 
finished care. He was tasting tribute. 
This was the first time willingly Ihe 
author had ever set ilie stage of his 
typewriter with real characters and 
watched them walk through their 
parts. "Luckily we were able to pro- 


mise." added the beaming author, 
turning to the little dean, who sat 
balanced on the end of a sofa, "our 
conscientious friend here might have 
added another notch to his gun. 

Dean." 

Parr look this sally woodenlv. 

"Ninety-nine per cent, of my work 
is common sense.” said he. "I leave 
ihe ouija board 1 per cent to the fic- 
tion writers." 

••Swett set up the fictitious identity 
of Sauer, with proper make-up. to be 
murdered." went on the author. "That 
was his game from the beginning. He 
look eight years to do it. Onre he es- 
tablished the identity, he plotted to 
he brought to Pettibone. to quarrel 
with lum. to hate Pettibone the last 
man seen with him alive. Then he 
planted his bludgeon, his fake finger 
prints and (he gold filling — and van- 
ished. leaving the rest to Parr. That's 
all there is to it." 

"But how — how?" demanded Psrr. 
who had arrived at the slate of open- 
ly admiring his own perspicacity i 
enlisting the aid of the beetle author. 

"Habit." said Oliver sententlously. 

“It'S Hie strongest impulse we have. 

It's not born; It's acquired. It attacks 
man's faculties in their weakest spot. 

If you ask the dean, he will tell you 
that man’s weakest faculty Is his 
memory,” 

The dean admitted as much with a bul I kepi saying: "Wait till the Chi- 
nod. cago Co. comes along so aa we can 

"But how — how did you trace him — hear singers that is not so old that 
how did you catrh him?" insisted the their voices has begin to crack.” 
deputy. In his hunger for farts. Well finely the Chi Co. got here 

"He caught himself." said Armiston. and I suppose my readers has read 
"You went ahead on the belief that It where Mary Garden Is now dlrectbr 
was the dean who erred. It wasn't of the Co. as It seems like the dlrec- 

ihe dean It was Sauer. You had tor they had before got into a Jam 

seventy-three copies of J. H. Sauer's and quit. This guy was one of the 
signature. Parr. I dug up thirty-six Italian conductors and the story was 

more. Once lie signed it 'H. J..' in- that somebody sent him a new so- „„ ...... — 

steed of 'J. H.' There Is one thing prano singer and ast him to try her f rom Mrs. Iago that it was all bul 
In t lie world a man Isn't apt to forget voice out and as soon as the con- W hat Iago had been saying abo) 

— although the dean won't admit It. ductor heard the 1st note he pulled e...in and the madam, so tbe big fe 

That's Ills own name. J. H. Sauer did. the bell for the car to stop and says: . nu ii 8 a razor and pare* l»f q4 
Once! That was enough." Armiston "Madam this is your street." I * 

kl. at tha Ha,,. a. a. a. a a..,., 


THEY ASKED HIM AFTERWARD WHAT NOTE SHE HAD BANG AND MK 
SAID HE HOPED IT WAS ACCIDENTAL. ^ 


.. .the N. Y. papers has quit trying to , afterwards Moor sees him with It and 
In I print everybody's name that has got believes what lago has been itmng 
a dress suit. So all and all I am not , him. 

\i as much of a opera fan like I use ; So the next time Moor sees the llttl> 
to be but when 1 go: marred they woman he says: , . . u 

put a clause in the contract that says j "Where at is dat liaiikerchiei 1 door 
we got to go to opera at lease once a I give yuh?" 
yr. and the subject has been brought- ; * * * * 

on up out to my house several times . . . 

■ Inre the Metrnnnlltan season opened. A eH sl.e says silo lias io»i nor ii 

kerchief on acct. of it being Stl- 
y night, but expects to find al- 
lay morning. But ahe don't get 


once you were interested in electro- 
lytic work. Didn't you study at the 
Polytechnic? - ' 

Armiston nodded. Ho indicated a 
file of electrolytic Journal* on the 
bookshelf as indication that this 
branch of science was one he pur- 
sued from day to day. as a hobby. 

"You know t lie big men in that 
line." said Parr. "Whom would you 
pick for umpire Is there one out- 
standing man?" 

"Pettibone — Dean Pettibone." said 
Armiston. without hesitation. 

Parr nodded, as it lie had expected 
this answer. 

’They picked Pettibone." he said, 
turning to smile at Buddha. 

"And lie took one look, and gave 
them the laugh." put In Armiston. 

"I know Just how he would do — 
without batting an eyelash. But 
what has this to do with 
And your executing a man who didn't 
commit It?" 

••Patience! I am coming to that." 
said 1'arr mildly. "Well, 
several dates. Pettibone 
come, not because he took any stock I Petty— why- 
in it. but Just to humor Brown. Then | hundred i 
our friend Sauer contracted a Jump- 
ing tooth. And for about three weeks 
he groan* d In a dentist's chair, more 
concerned about saving that tooth 
than lie was about his million dollars. 

the tooth was fixed up. and 
they hail a session. Pettibone hand- 
ed Sauer some aluminum, and Sauer 
ahead with Ills usual hocua- 


more. said the policeman, as lie with almost clan 
watched Armiston with keen eyes, had solved probler 
"the dentist happens to have the pre- probable that the 
liminary rubber Impression lie took of in Artniston s ting 
Sauer's Jaw. "You won't tell me you those occasions, 
can counterfeit that. Those are the of the keyboard, 
facts. Armiston." he concluded, ami was inut- 
ile leaned back In his chair to await 
the verdict. 

In his school days Dean Pettibone 
had been Armiston's kindly guide and ' 
murder. J friend, one of those rare teachers who 
" achieve something like saintship in 
the memory of tiieir students 

•'It's — preposterous " Armiston 

they made I began, and halted 
agreed to I to maintain in court that 

■' ’• ' >-, he doesn't weigh a 

pounds — carried the dead 
br.ly of Sauer across town 
middle or the night, to get rid of 
him in Ills vat?” 

•• ‘Prepost crons 


T HEY ast him afterwards what might call a problem PWJJJ* 
note she had sang and he said he tim^s* !?**■? * 

didn't know but he hoped It was sn theyB a ru i« that ahe can’t 11 
acridental. through a whole opera. TUI* tt 

The conductor (five her a transfer she got her neck rang and a^dlneri 

- • r her get stabbed a 

lap up poison and Jump in a b®n< 


said the deputy, 
nal record. How 
icbod; 

bad 


trace one 
million?'.*. 

"Oh. It 
laughed .A 

Somebody' 

in Pettibone’S log book. I four 
J. Swett's name there. That 
enough to go on. Then I found 
Swett himself, living obscurely 
discredited plaintiff of a millinn-dol- 
lar palest suit can't exactly lose 
himself. During the three months 
J. H. Sauer was dickering with Brown 
and Westcott to be brought to Pettl- 
hone there was no trace of J. IT. 
Swett. That was another trump card. 
Then I wanted his handwriting. I 
srheined all sorts.of ways, but failed. 
Finally 1 robbed the mails." Oliver 
shook with merriment. *'I saw him 
mail a letter. After lie was gone I 
absent -minbadly mailed my own eye- 
glasses in that same drop-box. and 
then veiled bloody murder, till the 
postman came along and opened the 
box for me. Then with a facility 
that actually alarmed me I palmed 
Swell's letter. There was no doubt 
which one it was when I saw the 
handwriting." 

The little circle. Ballard. Parr, the 
district attorney* and the dean him- 
self nodded their admiration at tills 
confession of robbery of the sacred 
mails. 

"That hrings us to the finsl cur- 
tain. I wanted to a*k J. IT. Bwett one 
question— about that tooth. He must 
have pulled It. to extract that gold 
filling. Then lie probably had an- 
other put in. in its place. How to 
find out. Stumped me. I consulted 
Ballard, who has the direct mind of 
a child, and some lawyers." said Ar- 
miston. "Ballard said. "Put him on 
the stand as a material witness, and 
ask him.' Nothing simpler. Swett 
might reasonably be called ** a wit- 
ness because he lost a million dol- 
lars through the dean's expert testi- 
mony in that patent suit. It Jarred 
Swell when he found where he waa. 
Bul he had great nerve, and be car- 
ried it through, until Ballard asked 
him about that tooth. Then you saw 
what happened." 

The author tenderly caressed his 
swollen eye. now rapidly taking on 


__ as that. _ 

mtaton. "The only ’H. J. on a through route line that look her | times T have saw 

to Interest me would be over amongst the starveing children* ““ — "~ 

*" *■■■'■ ' ' H. but before she went she had the sat- 

vas isfaction of seeing them give the dl- 
• J- rector's job to Miss Garden as they 
,f be figured that a woman waa better 
equipped for trying out them new 
voices on sect, of wearing her hair 
over her ears. 

Well Mary got here with her C”o. 
and l pretended for a wk. like 1 
didn't know it but finely had to ad- 
mit It and we looked up In the paper 
for the program and picked out the 
following Sat. night witch was Rosa 
Raisa and Chas. Marshall and Treat - 
em Buffo in Othello. Rosa Is the 
beat singer In the world as far as 
I am conserned though the N. Y. 
critics generally always says her 
voice Is too loud or something, but 
that is probably because they been 
use to the Metropolitan opera so- 
pranos that If you don't park pretty- 
close to the stage you would think 
they was In a moveing picture. Any- 
way. Rosa don’t never sound too loud 
where I set when they’s no society 


Ii opaque eyes, Ills fingers 
wive the keys 

uddenly. and without admon- 
nal. the oracle spoke! Ar- 

lingers, moving mec-hanical- 

Are you going | i y , tapped the keys. 

dear old j "Did Sauer?" demanded ihe type- 
p..od j writer. 

Armiston felt a queer pricking at 
" I the back of ills neck There was 

•something uncanny in i!t*‘ way those 
.... I two words spontaneously formed 
- -a i i , rI \, ■ N ”' themselves In-fore l is eyes. lie lei 

at all. It was midnight. Hauer's Ms IhollL . ilIS ,| r ift. dpi Sauer? Did 
apartment was on the ground floor Kal|1 . r „„ M „ v place" 

with a private entrance in the side Tli.it was as far as lie could get. 
street. Pettibone admits he oh rnc i The typewriter r,-!aps*-d Into Del- 
and went In Ills coupe, alone. No-l phillI1 ‘silence, his lingers refused to 
body saw him leave Sauer's rooms. > 

His laboratory Is on a lonely road- I "Obviously." sai-l Armiston. "Ilia' 
I believe there was an element of 1 implies motive, on the part of Hauer." 
danger In his research work, and a j Tho orach- refused to In drawn 
bad smell — and he had to get off by'j n , n a „ argument. 

himnelf. Now do you say ’prepos- J Armiston look a stroll through Ihe 
terous T' | park, conjuring himself to think. Rut 

"Cobwebs!" crie*l Armiston. con-, that, typewriter had become so ne*-es- 
temptuously. "Use a little reason, i sary to his process of thought in his 
Parr.” ' years of serlbbling that without it 

" ’ReasonT ” said the deputy. "There I |,o found himself stranded. 

Is no reason In a crime of violence! -Rarr.' lie said to that person of 

But that " He pointed to ihe j tho police an hour later "who was 

tiny fragment of gold, every aed- j Sauer? Did he ever really exist?" 
dental irregularity of whose surface "Apparently he was a fact. Yon 
testified I neon tro vert i hi y to its iden- might ask Brown, or Westcott." an- 
tlty. He turned fiercely on Armiston. swered l'arr. 

"What are you going to do about "Who was he. before he came 

that?" ’ here?" 

"You can't establish a murder with "A mining engineer." said 1‘arr. 
only a gold tooth to show.” muttered "Brown looked up his references. 
Armiston. Sau* r wasn't exactly a shade. Ar- 

"fan't I? Take the classic Webster- mlstoll. II*- was flesh and blood 
Parkman esesc as an example." enough in be basiled on the head 

The deputy commissioner rose and with a bludgeon." 
pulled on his coat slowly. "The jury Oliver ignored the sarcasm, 

won't leave in* seat," he said, ale "What did he leave as an estate, 

sently. "Regrettable, yes. to balance besides that gold filling?" ho per- 
a man like Petty against a cheap aisled. 

trickster." He piaked up the particle -'There's a bank balance — about 

of gold and restored it to Its tissu*- $**><*-" 

paper, and as he put it back In his -That's something. What else?" 
pocket he murmured. "It will send This was a demand for material de- 
vour friend Petty to the chair." tail, not the flash of divination the 

Without a leave-taking he stalked deputy had hoped for when first he 
out- In the street ilie police function- | laid before Hie extinct author the ad- 
ary permitted himself a complacent I vane*- proofs of the now-eelebrated 
smile as he looked up at Armiston's vat murder. He drew forth a small 
windows. I'nleHs he was v*-rv much : bundle of slips, on which .1 II. Sauer 
mistaken, lie had started a fire. I had. on one insignificant occasion or 


ZfTTOYY does a bird know north In 

spring?" answered tho Imper- Finally 
turbabla policeman, to whom nobody, not 
•ven his best friend, would have ascribed 
tha smallest touch of imagination. He pocus 
dealt with farts, as such; lie was in- | ur pie 
capable of going beyond facts. He be- j t * Hh ” 
lieved In shoe-leather and elbow-grease. Arn 
not divination. Thus he had made his | ”«'o 

reputation aa the very Nemesis of t lie „ ' 'V 
law. And yet today he had cr.no pri- j *“**'"• 
vately to tho extinct author, whom he 
had not seen since that lamented rtr- | ** ", 
rumstanre of long ago. and aald. some- - J" s ’ 
what astonished at his own words: "II *' • * 

*m about to convict an Innocent man of ! t l T, 
murder. Indeed I will. I must, unless I 
you can find some way to prevent me " \ 

It waa a tribute to tho cogency of !"*-• 

Armiston's fiction mind. i ' L, 

"JtlBt what are the farts?' said 
Armiston. softening. And Tarr. final- \ J ** 
ly convinced that he had struck tire | ! ' ,n * 

In his quest for subtlety of tmagina- j '' 
tion' to oppose hla facts, hitched his * 0,0 
chair nearer. I 

• Finger-prints " he began. | , 

••Bosh! Finger-prints are not facts'" i “*JV ' 
cried Armiston. now fairly In the sad- j ‘""JV® 
die. "Anybody can counterfeit filngrr- ! ' * 

prints. It's merely a process of plio- 
togrnphy." , ° 

“There you are!" exclaimed the j . 
deputy, beaming on Ruddha. "I didn't f 

know that i don't know it yet. Can I 1 nl " 
it be done?" i 

Armiston daubed his thumb with P™®. 11 
the ink-bottle cork, and stamped it ( . *' “ 

on a sheet of paper, making ids ow n ’ " 

thumb print. I fnr murder. 

"Photograph that, life-size" said corpus d'hc.l 
Oliver. "Print It on a pellicle of "«•' 0111 ' I*' 
gelatin sensitized with hichromal* of, 'And jet w* 
potash. Soak the gelatin in 
water. What have you* You 
find on that pellicle of gelatin, in 
lief, the exact duplicate of the lines going 
of mv thumb. The lines stand up. posted 
like type. Smear it with Irk. grease. 1 
blood, anything— leave th* imprint 
any place you want to — on a re- 
volver handle, safe. door, window — 

»ny place." 

“Marvelous'" 

"Not at all. Elemental." cori 
Armiston. dryly. "So much for 
finger prints' It's as old aa th 
of photography — it's u«*-d as a 
tnercial process, to Imitate ph 
ravures. The trouble with you. 
mlssloner. Is thst you don't r 
nlxe a fact when you see it. 
accept somebody's say-so. A 
print Is rospel to v«>u It 1 st 
me. It's the first tiling T susp. 
wonder how many poor devils \ 
s»nt up. with your facts " II* p; 
rather pleased with l.-m*,-l f 
trot out some more farts " He 1 
at his watch, as n genii,- suggestion" 
that ids amiable mood would be <-f / 
brief duration Parr s*-tll*-d himself 
restfuliy in his chair 

"The murdered man was Sauer — 

J. H. Bauer." said the deputy. 

"A reputable party’" 

"No. I believe not. He had a 
process for making gold out of 
aluminum. It can be done, I am 
told.” 

• Did he do it?" 

"Well, hr did. and he didn't.” said 1 " Vi.ro the deputy p 
l’arr. "Ho quietly Interested a few dramatic effect, 
people — good people — Brown, presi- - Have I hooked >0 
dent of the Elm Park Bank, and manded nasally. 
Westcott. a technical man employed Armiston had spru 
in the assay office, as another \Vli> waj . pacing the floo 
, s it." asked l’arr. "tlist the rlev.-r front of Byrnes 
.-rook selects the expert for Ins boob .’ | "Pettlliotie arrested 
This one did. Imagine Brown and come. Parr. ' lie said 
Westcott. of all men in the world, is too stupid, ovu 
falling for that sori of thing- th*- two grinned, with no ill- 
men who above all others should have why l>* had conn-. I 
Deen wary. II* demonstrated his played for this explo 
process for them, and they were eon- ' But the body — wi 


“And then there’s a theatrical ' 
man." he said, “who didn't learn Jjg, 
read and write till late In life. Ojjp 
evening Fiasco— that's lh« rascal* ! 
name — attended » supper party, 
whore a diamond ring was raffled 
off by a hard-up soubrette. For the 
raffle you had to write your name, 
on a slip of paper and drop it In p 
hat. Fiasco was In great distrena- 
What was he to do? He'd have died, 
of shame if it came out in this pub- 
lic fashion that he coudln't write. 

"Well, the papers were dropped in 
ihe hat one by one. and when ilje 
hat was passed to Fiasco he dropped f 
In » blank piece, after pretending to. 
write on it. of course. 

-The rule of the raffle was that the 
first name taken out of the hat would 
win the diamond: so * comedian w as 
blindfolded, he pawed among 
papers, and It happened that Fiascos 
was the one he took °'J’- . . - fh , t 

"Everybody was astonished th’t 
the paper contained no n* m S' 
passed around Hie table. an ' 1 fln *' J 
a malicious young ingenue got hold 
of it She studied it carefully, aiid 
then she said with a mallclous smile^ 
•••Mr Fiasco win*. Ini* » s 
h.ndwriUng I'd “now It any- 


repeated Parr, 
going to send Pet- 
rine t*> the chair." 

Pettitmi!.-!" ejaculated Hie extinet 
* sitting up stark. "You're 
xecute Pettibone?" he re- 
-. my dear fellow' Come, 
much of a good tiling " 

I "Pettibone was the last man seen 
the flour A chair or two wore upset 
"Something happened. Nobody knows 
•Just what. The . nglneer in the base- 
| tnent was roused by a raeket. Then 
i water begun coming through the roil- 
ing as if there was a flood upstairs, 
lie called up the office, and with the 
| nightman broke into Bauer's rooms, 
[and found •" 

1 "What?" exploded Armiston. for 
I Parr had paused, smiling queerly. 


THEY NEW YORK PAPERS HAS 
LIT TRYING TO PRINT EVERY- 
ODY’S NAME! THAT HAS GOT A 


BOSS said at a Nashville 


The religious knowledge of to« 
ny adults resemble*. I »Jn afraid, 
religious knowledge of lltfJe Eve. 
•So you attend Sunday achool reff- 
rly?* the minister saJd to little Evg. 
•Oh. yes. sir.’ said she. 

’And you know your Bible?* 

’Oh. yes. sir.’ 

— perhaps, tell me some- 

? could” tell" you everything thats 


editor handy. And three seats Is just 
aa good as anywheres else after you 
get your breath. 

Maybe some of my readers seen 
Othello when It was a play. Mm. 

Shakespeare wrote It. but it * 

flop In play form and laid in tne 
ware house till Verdi the song writer „ *could you. . 
got a hold of It and turned it into lh i nK thafu in it? *•* 

a musical show. But some of Shake- .. cou u tell you everything thats 
.peart's lines was so raw that they in Jtr 

had to translate all the words into •■•indeed!' And the minister smiled, 
garlic and you can't tell what Its all , Do tell me. then.' 

about unlest you seen It as a play. •■ -sister's beau's photo la In it. said 

- - - little Eve. promptly, ’and ma’s recipe 

for vanlshin' cream is in it and a lock 
of mv hair cut off when I waa a baby 
the j* in' It. and the ticket for pa's watch 
is marred to a le In it.'” 

that — ■ • 

Artistic Temperament. 

*t>HE late William Dean Howells 
had no faith in the Greenwich 
Village doctrine that the “arlisUo 
pardons all things — 
that authors and actors do not have 
to behave themselves like other me 1 !!! 
"I used to know a poet." he Said one 
— • t. "This poet was 
th'Uhlp and they all get a very conceited. He neglected lilw 

- ’ -* T home wife, of court,.-. ' ' 

..j that he makes "His wife once took him 1o task 
t. of it and the next for philandering. She wept aa she 
Casslo is acting like told how she had seen him drinking 
In the mist of the champagne with a chorus girl, when 
he wag supposed to be at work on a 
T‘ new poem. 

"He didn’t deny the charge. 

"Cassio you fine yoseff “’I thought you understood, ny 
■ dear.’ he said, 'that I am too good to 


<" j nx-OTHING." wii'l Byrnes. “Nobody 
■ v * | “ ’ th* r*-. The safe was open, a 

a-,!,: lot of patters were scattered about 
ow i the fl*>or \ • l-.-ur or two w* r* upset 
and broken: and tho city water was 
pouring out of a broken pipe, from a 
connection that Sauer had liar! put in 
for htn experiments. Thorn had been a 
three-foot length of galvanised pipe over 
a lead sink. This pipe had been twisted 
off at the elbow, and there it lay on tho 
floor. Somebody had been bludgeoned 
with it. On one end there waa blood 
and hair. Otherwise — nothing" 

used again for 


T HE hero is a tenor singer named 
J- Othello that is a gen. in 
K in Venice army. He 
- lous White gal named Desdemona 
e on some fortune teller must of told her 
thoy would be a dark man in her 
man future- Well one of the birds on 
1 his Gen. Moor's staff is a man named 
Iago that has got a gruge vs. Moor, 
and to get even with him he decides temperament’ 

' the to try and make Moor believe that 
olde, the little woman is flirting with a 
nro- 2d lieut. named Cassio. 

“'tfj everybody 1 has* 1. 'rough ten "something | day' aTicjttery^PoliH 

\ou sinSStg “ab 'and "lag® 

am made fighting spirits that lie I 
ecla- Cassio drink a pt. r 
- re- thing you know 

a lost balloonist. — 
look brawl. Moor comes in and asks 
eyes "Who-all stahted dls heh rue 


tivity. On every comer stood im- 
patient groups jingling pennies and 
waiting for fresh extras. It isn't 
often that the public gets a best- 
seller. When it does, newspaper cir- 
culation must stand ready to expand 
like a rubber band. 

Momentarily there hail been doubt, 
unbelief. But the facts were over- 
whelming. Then, as if by sdme com- 
mon process of thought, the world 
of newspaper readers became sophists. 
At Anniston's dub his friend Ballard 
voiced the ton 


of public debate when 

he said: 

"The real erijpe was Pettihone's 
overlooking that gold tooth. He de- 
serves the chair for that. Pettibone. 
a ohemiat, tripping up on a solvent 
for gold! T condemn his bungling 
niXjbc, Uu> ULaw watt otruco. Hub for 


* 







